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(Continued from last week)
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CHAPTER an AmericanoWier of fonune In the employ of tnirreuch Imperial Police at tne outbreaor the war, la ordered toarrest John Buckhurst, a leader of theCommunist who la suspected of havingstolen the French crown Jewels. Whileearchlng; for buckhurat Scarlett la or-
dered to arrest Countess de Vassal! and
for Kroup of socialism and escort themw the Belgian border.

CHAPTER 11 --Scarlett flndi Sylvia
of the Odeon disguised aa a penn-ant and carries her to La. Trappe. whenihe counteas and her fnenda are assem-bled,

CHAPTER Ill-- All are arrested. Therountess saves Scarlett from a falal Iantrom the roof of the house. He dt nuunceaBuckhurat as the leader of the Reds armthe countess conducts him to where Buck-hur-
Is secreted.

Bead against the solid stone, while
the blank, throbbing seconds passed-- j

The Countess stood there, shocked '

and breathless. I saw her sleeve in
rage, and the snowy bkln all bruised
beneath.

What irony lurks in blind chance
that I should owe this woman my
life this woman whose home I had
come to confiscate, whose friends I
had arrested, who herself was now
my prisoner, destined to the shame of
exile!

I'erhaps she divined my thoughts
1 do not know but she turned her
troubled eyes to the arched window,
where a painted saint imbedded In
golden glass knelt and beat his breast
with two li"avy stones.

"Madame," I said slowly, "your cour-- 1

age ar.d your goodness to me have
made my tusk a heavy one. Can I
lighten it for you In any manner?"

She turned towards me, almost tim-
idly. "Could I go to Morsbronn be--'
fore beforo I cross the frontier? I
have a house there; there are a few
things I would like to take"

She stopped short,. seeing, doubtless,
the pain of refusal In my face. "But,
after all, It does not matter. I sup-
pose your orders are formal?"

"Yes, madame."
"Then It Is a matter of honor?"
"A soldier is always on his honor;

a soldier's daughter will understand
that."

"I understand," she said.
We had stopped, by a mutual im-

pulse, at the head of the stone stair-
way.

"Why do you shelter such a man
a John Buckhurst?" I aBked, abruptly.
She raised her eyes to me with per-

fect composure.
"Why do you ask?"
"Because I have come here from

Paris to arrest him."
She bent her head thoughtfully and

laid the tips of her fingers on the
sculptured balustrade
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"What crime Is he charged with?"
he asked, without moving.
"He is charged with being a com-

mon thief," I said.
"It is brutal to make such a

charge!" elie Bald. "Will you pledge
me your honor that if he answers
satisfactorily to that false charge of
theft, the government will let him

"I will take It upon myself to do
ao," said I. "But what in Heaven's
name Is thle trim to you, madame?
He Ib a militant anarchist, whose
reed is not your. whoBe propaganda

teaches mercilets rlolence, whose pro-eram-

Is terrjr,"
She was gazhvg at me with dilated

yes, her hands holding tight to the
balustrade.

"Pld you not know that?" I asked,
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astonished.

"No," she said.
"Tou are not aware that John Buck-hu-rt

Is the toul and center of tha
Belleville Redf?"

It Is It li false!" she stammered.
"No, madame, it it true. He weara

a smug mask here; be haa deceived
7m all"

"Jcim Buckaorct will anawar tor
fctmaatf," the aid, otMdll.

TWfcen, madame?"
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Foi answer she stepped across the

hall and laid one hand against the
blank wall. Then, reaching upward,
she drew from between the ponderous
blocks little strips of steel, colored
like mc.tar, dropping them to the
tone floor, where they rang out

When she tad flung away the last
one, she Btennpd hncV mi v- .-wcv urifrail shoulder to the wall; instantly
a mass of stone swung silently on an
unseen pivot a yellow light streamed
out and there was a tiny chamber,
illuminated by a lamp, and a man Just
rising from his chair.

vmapter IV,

Prisoner.
"This Is Monsieur Scarlett of the

impenai military Police," eald the
Countess, in a clear voice, ending with
that slightly rising Inflection which
demands an answer.

"Mr. Buckhurst." I said, "I am en
Inspector of Military Police, and I
cannot begin to tell you what a pleas
ure tnis meeting is to me

I stepped forward and nlaced him
!.' many uuui-- i arrest, touching Dim
slightly on the shoulder. He did not
move a muscle, yet, beneath the thin
ciotn or nis coat I could d'vine a
frame of iron. "You have not asked
me why I arrest you," I suggested,1

"and, monsieur, I must ask you to
step back from that table quick!
don't move! not one finger!"

For a second he loolipri intn thp
barrel of my pistol with concentrated;
composure, then glanced at the table-drawe- r

which he had jerked open. A
revolver lay shining among the litter
of glass tubes and papers In the
drawer.

The Countess, too, saw the revolver
and turned an astonished face to my
prisoner.

"Who brought you here?" asked
i

Buckhurst quietly of me. I

"I did," said the Countese, her voice
almost breaking.

Slowly Buckhurst turned his eyes
on the CounteBs; the faintest glimmer
of white teeth showed for an Instant
between the gray lines that were his
lips.

"So you brought this man here?" he
said. "Oh, I am glad to know It"

"Stop! Stand baclc from that table!"
I cried.

"I beg your pardon," he said, coolly.
"Madame," said I, without taking

my eyes from him, "In a community
dedicated to peace, a revolver is an
anachronism. So I think If you move
I will shoot you, Mr. Buckhurst! so
I think I had better take it, table-drawe- r

and all "
"Stop!" said Buckhurst
"Oh no, I can't stop now," said I

cheerfully, "and If you attemnt to un
set that lamp you will make a sad

it-.i- . -mimaae. rxow wain 10 me door!
Turn your back! Go slowly! halt!"

WHh the table-drawe- r under one
arm and my pistol-han- swinging, I
followed Buckhurst out lnt0

I"'ndpr the trees on the lawn, be--

' the driveway, I saw Dr. Delmont
ci Til aimu bUUL

thoughtfully, hands clasned behind
his back.

Near him, Tavernier and Bazard
were lifting a few boxes Into a farm- -

wagon. Hut there were yet no signs
of the escort of gendarmes which had j

been promised me.
'As Huckhuret appeared, walking all

alone ahead of me. Dr. Delmont looked
up with a bitter laugh.

"Messieurs," I said, cocking and
uncocking my pistol, "it Is not because
this man Is a dangerous political crim-
inal, that the government haa sent
me here to arrest him ... or kill
him. It Is because he Is a common
thief. ... a thief, ... a thief
who steals crucifixes. . . . like thla
one "

I brushed aside a pile of papers in

this haa been
.wuu eus a single stone Jew

named Cohen.
now prlaon confront our friend

In the dead silence heard Dr. 's

heavy breathing. Tavernier
gave dry covered his face
with his Tho young CountesB
stood motionless, frightfully white,
Btaring who had folded
his arms.

Buckhurst looked at me, long
enougn that the end of his rope
had come. Then he slowly turned his
aeadly eyes the girl

Scarlet the roots of her hair, she
tood there, utterly stunned. Then

the sudden double beat of
hoofs broke out along the avenue be-
low, and, through the red sunset
saw a dozen horsemen come ecamper-in- g

the drive toward us. At the
same moment I stepped out Into the
driveway signal the riders, raising
my hand.

Instantly pistol flashed then an-
other a dozen harsh
voices ehouted: "Houura! Hourra!
Preusien!"

tonnerrel" roared Delmont;
"the Pruasiana are here

"Look outl Stand back there! Get
the back!" cried, aa
UfcUa whoalad hla atralcht
thixwjb bed of urna and fired
hla bono at. ma.

Delroont dragged the young Count-
ess to the shelter ol an elm; 8ylvla
Elven and Tavernier followed; Buck-
hurat ran to the carriage and leaped
in.

"No resistance!" bellowed Delmont,
aa Bazard snatched up the pistol I
had taken from Buckhurst But the
invalid had already fired at a horse-
man, and had gone down under the
merciless hoofs with lance through
his face.

My first Impulse was to shoot Buck-
hurst, and I for him. ran
past Bazard's trampled body and fired
at an Uhlan who had seized the
horse which were attached to the
carriage where Buckhurst sat

Again I around the wagon,
through a clump of syrlnga bushes,
and up the etone steps to the terrace,
and after me galloped one of those
comparable cossack riders Uhlan,
lance rest, setting hla wlrv little
torse the stone steps with loud
"Hourra!"

It was too steep grade for the
gallant horse. I flung my pistol in
the animal's face and the poor brute
reared straight up and fell backward,
rolling over and over with his unfor--

tunate rider, and falling with tre- -

mendous splash into the pool below.
"In God's name stop that!" roared

Delmont from "Give up, Scar- -
lett! They mean no harm!"

"Come down, hussar!" called of
ficer. "We respect your uniform."

"Will you parley?" I asked, listen
ing intently ror me of my
promised gendarmes. I could only
gain time and save Buckhurst

rouiez-rou- e rous renarel Oul
non?" shouted the offlner. In hi. .- -.

rime rrencn.
"Eh bien, . . non!" I cried and

ran for the chateau. As gained the
doorway they shot me. but I onlv
Red the faster. snrlnitlne ud thn utai.
way. Here I stood, saber in hand.
reaay stop the flrjt man.

Up the stairs rushed three, T'hlnm.
sabers shining the dim light from
tne window behind me; I laid my
forefinger flat the blade of my
Bat.er and shortened my arm for a
thrust then there came a blinding
flawh, a roar, and I was down, trying

rise, until a clinched fist Ktrnci
me in the face and I fell flat my
oacK.

They got me out fhe terrace, and
carried me the lawn. One of the
men brought a cud of wnter frnm the

i
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"Herr RittmelBter," I said, faintly
a prisoner here; he should be

me carriage. he?
The officer walked briskly over

me carriage. "Nobody here but two
women and scared peasant!" he
called out.

Two soldiers lifted me again and
bore me away the darkness. I was
perfectly conscious.

And all the while I was listening for
the gallop of my not that
I cared very much, now that Buck-
hurst was gone.

Suddenly the chapel bell of La
Trppe rang out startling peal; the
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She Filled My With River Water.

Prussian captain shouted: "Stop that
bell! Shoot every civilian in the
house!" But the Uhlans, who rushed
up the terrace, found the great doors

.bolted and the lower windows
screened with steel shutters.

On the battlemeqts of the south
wing red radiance grew brighter;
somebody had thrown wood into the

llron basket of the ancient beacon,

der 01 tbe ll8ten'D8 Countess;
she tried draw but hfh niinhort
her brutally Into the carriage, and she
stumbled and fell Into the cushions

me.
Fever had already to turn my

head; the Jolting of the carriage
brought me to my senses at times, if
I could only have fainted, but I could
not, and the agony grew intense
that I bit my lip through choke the
scream that strained my throat

Once was, I think, very near day-
break I came out of a In
which I was ewlmmlnx throueh oceans
of water, drinking 1 ewam. Tbe car
nage naa stopped.

"Are you suffering?" came low
voice, close to my ear.

"Madame, could I have little wa-
ter?" I muttered.

Very gently she laid me back. I
wrb entirely without power to move
below my waist, support my
body.

She filled my cap with river water
and held while I After I
had my fill she bathed my face, pass-
ing her wet hands through my hair
and over my eyes. The carriags
moved on and I fainted.

CHAPTER V.

Tfca Innticrttfa
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the drawer and drew out big gold fet fire to
marveloualy chiseled from a' ." 1 teaches me a lesson !" bawled

lump of the solid metal. . . . "X enged Rittmelster, shaking his
thief," I continued, "who strips the j

fist up at tbe br)ghtenlng alarm signal,
diamonds from crucifixes, . . . as An ublan lal(l a heavy hand the

stripped, . . . and
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leaning over me; a third came np,
holding a basin. There was an odor
of carbolic in the ail.

The man with ths bceln made a
horrid grimace when he caught my
eye; his face was a curious goldea
yellow, bis eyes Jet biack, and at first
I took him for a fever phantom.

Then my bewildered cyen fastened
on his scarlet fez, pulled down over
his left ear, the sky-blu- Zouave
Jacket, with Its bright-ye'lo- ara-
besques, the canvas bieeches, leggings
laced close over the thin thin:; and
ankles of an Arab. Aid I I. new iiim
for a soldier of African riflemen, one
of those brave childraa of the dosert
whom we called "Turcos," and whose
faith in the greatness of France had
never faltered since the first blue bat-
talion of Africa was formed under the
eagles of the First Empire.

"Hallo, MusUpba!" 1 said, faintly;
"what are they doing to me now?"

The Turco's golden-bron- ? visage re-

laxed; he saluted me.
"Macache eablr," he said; "they

picked a bullet from your spine, my
inspector.

An officer In the unlJirm of a staff
surgeon came around the table where
I was lying.

"A millimeter farther and that bul-

let would have cracked your spine.
Remember that and keep off your
feet Ouf! The cannon are tuning
np!" as a terrible discharge shattered
the glass in the window panen. beside
me.

"Where am I, doctor?" I asked.
"Parbleu, in Morsbron,i! Can't you

hear the orchestra, The
Prussians are playing their Wagner
music for us. Here, swallow this. How
do you feel now ?"

"Sleepy. Did yon say a day or two,
doctor?"

"I said a weok or two perhaps
longer. Ill look in thla evening if
I'm not up to my chin In amputations.
Take these every hour if in pain." Go
to sleep, my son."

As I lay there on my long, cushioned
chair, burning with that insatiable
thirst which, to thoroughly appreciate,
one must be wounded, the door opened
and a Turco soldier came Into the
room and advanced toward mo on tip-
toe,

I beckoned him, and the tall,
bronzed fellow came up, smiling, show-
ing his snowy. Dolnted teeth under a
crisp beard.

'Water. Muetapha," I motioned with
stiffened Una, and the Eood fellow un- -

slung his blue water-bottl- e and set It
to my burning mouth.

Merci. mon brave!" I said. "Mav
you dwell In Paradise with All, the
fourth Caliph, the Lion of God!"

The Turco stared, muttered the Tek- -

blr in a low voice, bent and kissed
my bands.

"Were you once an officer of nur
African battalions?" he asked. In the
Arab tongue.

"Sous- - ABcier of spahl cavalry " I
said, smiling. "And you are a Kabyle
mountaineer from Constantino, I see."

It is true as I recite the fatha."
cried the great fellow, beaming on me.

I he muslo of his lonn-foraott-

tongue refreshed me; old scenes and
memories of the camn at Oran. the

cavalry with the
scarlet cloaks, rushed on me thick and
fast; Incidents, trivial matters of the
bazaars, faces of comrades dead, came
to me in flashes. My eyes grew moist,
my throat ewelled, I whimpered:
Give me a drink, in God's name!"

Again he held un the blue water- -

bottle. After a moment I said: "Is It
a battle or a bousculado? But I need
not ask; the cannon tell me enough.
Are they storming the helehts. Mus- -

tapha?"
"Macache comnrendir." said the sol

dier, dropping Into patois. "There 1:;

much noise, but we Turcos are hprri In
Morsbronn, and we hav? seen nothing
but sparrows."

"Are you detailed to look after rr.e?"
He said he was. and I informed him

that I needed nobody; that it vne
much more Important for everybody
that he should rejoin his battalion in
the street below, where even now 1

could hear the Algorian bugles blow-
ing a silvery sonnerle "Gardo a
vous!"

"I am Salah Ben-Ahme- a mara
bout of the Third Turcos." he said.
proudjy. "Have I my inspector's per
mission to go?"

'Go, Salah Ben-Ahme- the
bout," said I, laughing.

The soldier stiffened to attention ?

his bronzed hand flew to his scarlet
fez, and, "Salute! O my inspector!"
he cried, sonorously, and was gone at
a bound.

I had been lying there motionless
for an hour, my head on my hand.
sniveling, when there came a knock
at the door, and I hastily buttoned mv
blood stained shirt to the throat threw
a tunic over my shoulders, and cried
"Come In!"

A trick of memory and nerhana of
nhvslcal weakneHa hnH rirlvon
my mind all recollection of the Ton nr.
ess de Vassart since I had come to my
senses under the surgeon's probe. But
at the touch of her fingers on the
door outside. I knew that it r.nnM he
nobody but my Countess.

She entered noiselessly, bnarfne- n
bowl of broth and some brend- - hm
when she saw me sitting there with
eyes and nose all red and swollen from
sniveling she sot the bowl on a table
and hurried to my elde.

"What Is it? Is the pain so dread
ful?" she whispered.

"No oh no. I'm only a fool, and
quite hungry, madame."

She brought the broth and bread
and a glass of the most exquisite wine
I ever tasted a wine that seemed to
brighten the whole room with Its
liquid sunshine.

"Do you know where you are?" (he
asked, gravely!

"Oh yes In Morsbronn."
"And In whose hctuse, monsieur?"
"I don't know" I glanced Instlno-- '

tlvely at the tarnished coroijet on the

canopy above the bed. "Do you know,
Madame la Comtesse?"

"I ought to," she said, faintly
amused. "I was born in this room.
It was to this house that I desired to
come before my exile."

After a silence I said, "1 wish I
could look out of the window."

She went to the window and folded
up the varnished blinds.

"How dreadful the cannonade is
growing," she said. "Wait! don't
think of moving! I will push you
close to the window, where you can
see."

Lying then., watching the slow
shadows crawling out over the side-
walk, I had been for some minutes
thinking of my friend Mr. Buckhurst
when I heard the young Countess stir-
ring in the room behind me.

"You are not going to be a cripple?"
Bhe said, as I turned my head.

"Oh no, indeed!" said I.

"Nor die?" she added, seriously.
"How could a man die with an angel

straight from heaven to guard him!
Pardon, I am only grateful, not imper-
tinent" I looked at her humbly, and
she looked at me without the slightest
expression.

"Are you English, Monsler Scar-
lett?" she asked quietly.

"American, madame."
"And yet you take service under an

emperor."
"I have taken harder service than

that"
"Of necessity?"
"Yes, madame."
She was silent
"Would It amuse you to hear what

I have been?" I said, smiling.
"That is not the word," she eald,

quietly. "To hear of hardship helps
one to understand the world."

Suddenly a shell fell into the court-

yard opposite, bursting immediately
in a cloud of gravel which rained
against our turret like hail.

Stunned for an Instant, the Countess
stood there motionless, her face turned
towards the window. I struggled to
sit upright

"Where is the safest place for us
to stay?" she asked. Her voice was
perfectly steady.

"In the cellar. I beg you to go at
once."

Bang! A shell blew ud In a shower
of slates and knocked a chimney into
a heap of bricks.

'Do VOU insist on nfavnir hv that
loop-hole?- " she asked, without a quiver
in her voice.

"Yes, I do," said L "Will vou eo
to the cellar?"

"No," she said, shortly.
I saw her walk toward the rear of

the room, hesitate, sink down by the
edge of the bed and lav her fn in
the pillow.

Shells rained fast on Morsbronn:
nearer and nearer bellowed the guns;
the plaster celling above my head
cracked and fell in thin flakes, filling
me room with an acrid, smarting
dust Down the street a dull sound
grew Into a steady roar; the TurcoB
dropped pick and shovel and seized
their rifles.

"Gardo! Garde a vour!" ran thpir
aiaruea nugies; the tumult Increased
to a swelling unroar. shoutlno- - rhpor.
ing, the crash of shutters and of glass,
una

"The Prussians!" bellowed th rnn.
tain. "Turcos charge!"

His voice was lost; a yelling mass
of soldiery burst into view; spiked
helmets and bayonets glittering
through the smoke, the Turcos wer
whirled about like brilliant butterflies
in a tornado; the fusillade swelled to
a stupefying din, exploding in one
terrible crash; and, wrapped in light-
ning, the Prussian onBet passed.

From the stairs below caire the
sound of a voiceless struggle, the
trample and panting and clicking of
steel, till of a sudden a voice burst
out into a dreadful screaming. A shot
followed silence another shot then
the stairs outside shook under the
rush of mounting men.

As the door burst open 1 felt a
touch on my arm; the Countess de
Vassart stood erect and pale, one slen-
der, protecting hand resting lightly on
my shoulder; a lieutenant of Prussian
Infantry confronted us.

"I do not have you thrown into the
street" he said to me, in excellent
French, "because there has been no
firing from the windows in this vil-
lage. Otherwise other measures. Beat ease, madame, I shall not harmyour invalid."

Under'the window strident Prussian
bugles were blowing a harsh sum-mon-

the young officer stepped to the
loop-hol- e and looked out, then hastily
removed his helmet and thrust his
blond head through the smoky aper-
ture. "March those prisoners in be-
low 1" he shouted down.

A moment later came a trample of
feet on the landing outside, the doorwas flung open, and three prisoners
were brutally pushed into the room.

I tried to turn and look at them-the-

stood in the dusk near the bed,
but I could only make out that one

Uok Thvl- - 8h Cried In Tarror,

I

I

was a Turco, ,.is Jacket inrgBhlcanvas breeches covered with mudAgain the lieutenant came to the
loop-hol- e and glanced out, then shookhis head, motioning the soldiers back"It is too high and the arc of firetoo limited." he said, shorUy. "Detail
four men to hold the stairs, ten men
and a servant In the room below andyou'd better take your prisoners downthere. Bayonet that Turco tiger ifhe shows his teeth again. March!"

As the prisoners filed out I turnedonce more and thought I recognized
Salah. Ben Ahmed in the disheveled
Turco, but could not be certain bodisfigured and Uttered the Boldler ap-
peared.

Under the windows the flat high-pitche- d

drums began to rattle; deep
voices shouted; the whole street un-
dulated with masses of

moving forward through the
smoke. A superb regimental band be-
gan to play; the troops broke out Into
heavy cheering.

"Vorwarta! VorwarUl" came , the
steady commands.

"The Invasion has begun," I said.
Her face was expressionless, save

for the brightness of her eyes.
Suddenly a company of pioneers ar-

rived on the double-quick- , halted, fell
out, and began to break down tho
locked doors of the houses on either
side of the street At the same time
Prussian Infantry came hurrvin noct
dragging behind them dozens of vehi-
cles, long gardeners'
carts, heavy wheelbarrows, even a
dingy private carriage, with tarnished
lamps, rocking crazlly on rusty springs.

The soldiers wheeled these
into a double line, forming a complete
cnain across me street where the Tur
cos had commenced to dig their ditch
and breastworks a barricade high
enough to check a charge, and cun-
ningly arranged, too, for the wooden
abatis could not be seen from the
eastern end of the street where a
charge of French infantry or cavalry
must enter Morsbronn If It entered
at all.

"Something is going to happen," I
said, as a group of smartly uniformed
officers appeared on the roof of the
opposite house and hastily scrambled
to the ridgepole.

A colonel of infantry, splendidly
mounted, drew bridle under our loop-
hole and looked up at the officers on
the roof across the way.

"Attention, you up there!" he shoute-
d- "Is it Infantry?"

"No!" bawled an officer, hollowed
hand to his cheek. "It's their bri;:adp
of heavy cavalry coming like an earth-
quake!"

"The cuirassiers!" I cried electri-
fied. "It's Michel's cuIrafTie'rs, ms

And oh, the barricade!" I
groaned, twisting my fingers in hel
less rage. "They'll be caught in a.
trap; they'll die like files in that
street"

She sprang to her feet, stood a
moment, then stepped swiftly forward
into the angle of the tower.

"Look there!" she cried, ln terror.
"PuBh my chnlr fmirlrl" t

She dragged It forward.
An old house across the street,

which had b. en on fire, had collapsed
Into a mere mound of slate, charred
beams, and plaster. Through the
brown heat which quivered above the
ruins I could see out into the country
And what I saw was a line of hills
crowned with smoke, a rolling stretch
of meadow below, set here and there
with shot-tor- trees and d

over this uneven ground two regi-
ments of French cuirassiers and two
squadrons of lancers moving slowly
forward as though on parade.

The cuirassiers moved on slowly
the sun a bllnd'r- - Rheet of Are on
their armor; now and then a horse
tossed his beautiful head, now andthen a steel helmet turned, flashing

Grief-Btrlcke- I groaned aloud-'Madame- ,

there rides the finest cav-
alry in the world ! to annihilation."

How could I know that they were
coming deliberately to sacrifice

they rode with deathheavy on their souls, knowing well
there was no hope, understanding thatthey were to die to save the frag-
ments of a beaten army?

"They are doomed, like their fa-
thers.' I muttered "sons of the cui-
rassiers of Waterloo. Look, madame!
Look on the men of France! You sayyou do not understand the narrow love
of country I Look!"

"It is too pitiful, too horrible," shesaid, hoarsely. "How the horses fall
In the meadow!"

"They will fall thicker than that
'

In this street!"
"See!" she cried; "they have begunto gallop! They are coming! Oh Icannot look! I cannotl" '
Far away, a thin cry sounded abovethe cannon din; the doomed cuiras-siers were cheering. It was the firstcharge they had ever made; nobody

had ever seen cavalry of their arm onany battle-fiel-d of EuroDe since Wa-
terloo.

Now among the thicket of hop-vine- s
long lines of black arose; there was aflash, a belt of smoke, another flesh-t- hen

the metallic rattle of bullets onsteel breast-plates- . Entire ranks of
cuirassiers went down In the smoke ofthe Prussian rifles, the sinister clash
and crash cf falling armor filled the
air. And, above the infernal fracas
rose the heavy cheering of the
doomed riders.

Into the deen. narrow ntront ,ijvwv rt
the horsemen, choking road and side-
walk with their galloping squadrons,
a solid cataract of Impetuous horses,
a flashing torrent of armored men
and then! Crash! the first Bquadron
dashed headlong against the barri-
cade of wagons and went down.

Into them tore the squadron behind,
unable to Btop their maddened horses,
and into these, thundered squadron
after squadron, Unconscious of the
dead wall ahead.

Posted behind the upper and lower
windows of th houses, the PruBslana


